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parently satisfied with the way she looked, Jenny now hurried
with hasty steps to the entrance of the little back-yard that
connected the two houses. A breath of chilly air struck Wiz-
zie's thinly clad figure as this door Opened letting her friend
out; but heedless of this discomfort she hurried downstairs
and rushing into the dining-room stationed herself at the
window.
"If she's going to stay with him," she thought, "she'll
bundle that woman into the street in no time." She waited for
three—four—eight minutes without anything happening. Then
she hjeard the Guildhall clock strike half-past something.
But it was still dim outside, and the light in the King's Arms'
tap-yard was still burning. How slowly the day came, in this
part of the town! It used to come much more quickly in the
old fair-field. Oh, how cold her bare legs had begun to feel,
and her feet were icy, but a desperate obstinacy kept her there,
and something else, too, something that she would have found
it impossible to explain to anyone.
For as she stood clutching the curtain and staring across the
narrow street at the stable-window opposite, through which
she could see a lantern moving about that every now and then
threw into distinction a bundle of loose hay that was pressing
against the pane, her sympathy with what she imagined going
on became almost morbid.
"She's giving herself to Claudius!" she thought. "She
couldn't wait till he's well, and he'll be in a fever to respond.
That crazy old man was right, and none of us thought of it,
I was a fool not to think of it, and so was D. 1 Tom must have
left her because all that suffrage talk on the top of her prudery
was too much for him.
"And old Claudius must have been too tender and gentle,
too. I suppose a woman's resistance is harder for a man to deal
with than a girl's. I suppose if I'd been as old as Jenny—but
then I'd never have had Lovie! Will Jenny have	"
But at this point her sympathy with Jenny's happiness
transformed itself into a terrible craving for her Circus-life!
To be on her old horse's back, to feel the tingling rapture of
those balancings and leapings, those plunges and somersaults;
to hear the cries—oh, how often she had suffered from bitter
cold just like this while awaiting her turn in the tent!
As she hugged her skirt round her shoulders, and even

